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THE TOWN
monster Town sprawls underneath the night 1     His jagged back of touzled alley-ways, With here and there an eye of shuttered light, Half-blind, peering athwart the waste of dark.
For night is the Beast's rest; when day is done His panting breath grows hushed, and his huge limbs
Loosen relaxed, until another sun Kindles the fever of another day
Couched in uneasy sleep he lies, and hears
In spite of sleep, through troubled dreams, the cries
Of raging souls in vain, and stifled tears Of beaten souls that whimper into sleep
And still the mount of vision stands and calls Leaning to rescue, till the sleeping Beast,
With a heave of streets and squares and prisoning walls, Stirs, blindly groping towards the beckoning hand,